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Letter from the editor 

Marathon = fundraising pledge drive to keep WTUL on air. 
We only get a small amount of money from the school, and to 
cover all our costs, we have to raise money through YOU. In 
honor of Marathon, this is the Vox No Money issue. Let me 


survived, but his body was ravaged. Don’t ravage WTUL. 

Give him some meat and vegetables for Christ sake! 

-Rob Bryant 

Vox Editor 

Letter from the GM 

Well, it’s official. Pve lost my mind. That can only mean one thing...It’s time for Marathon! 
This year marks the 34th Annual WTUL Rock-On Survival Marathon. We’ve put together 
quite a festival for you this year with great concerts by local and national acts. This year, 
we've also added two new levels to our Membership program, each with some exciting perks. 
Basically what I’m trying to say is GIVE US YOUR MONEY! 

We've come up with a multitude of ways for you to do it. now 

it’s up to you to cough up the cash. We aren't asking for a lot, 

probably less than you give to your drug dealer on a weekly 

basis. and we only ask once a year, So remember to pledge early 

and often. And don’t forget to send us your cheek too. This year 

we ve hired a big guy named Tony and he’s real angry. So 

remember, please support independent radio and make a dona- 

tion to WTUL...cause we know where you live. PS Enjoy the 

Vox. We killed 5 apprentices as a sacrifice to ensure that this 

issue would be really, REALLY good. I hope it worked... 

-Steve 

gm@wtul.fm 


Contact us! 
WTUL New Orleans 91.5 fm 


Tulane University Center 

New Orleans, LA, 70118 

Office: 504-865-5887 / Studio: 504-865-5885 
vox@wtul.fm 


voxads @wtul.fm to advertise eer ren ten 
WTUL gives and gives and gives. We give you music, we give you concert tickets, we give you charm- 
ing on-air personalities, we give you this free killer monthly magazine, we give you unconditional love. 
Now it’s time for you to give a little somethin; ‘patient and friendly as WTUL sticks out its 
frail, brittle, wart-ridden hand, and drop a palm. So this is what’s gonna hap- 
"re gonna put on Vandross, ts off, but then you’re immediately 
going to reach for the pants that are ; and grab your wallet. And you’re 
going to give us a little monetary lust. *s just the way its gotta be. You see, 
WTUL gets some money from out “sister st: n as Tulane University. But it’s not 
nearly enough to get by. Without listener iidn’t be on the air. Luckily, we make it 
easy for you. We got tons of killer swag to give : your Marathon pledge —just check out page 
25 for a complete listing. Yeah, so, this magazine you're reading is still The Vox. No weird name 
changes or anything, and we still don’t have a logo. Again, it’s late, we’re tired, and we need your 
sweet, honey-tinged kisses. Smooch, smooch. During the production of this issue, we listened to Metal 
Urbain’s Anarchy in Paris, Xiu Xiu’s Fabulous Muscles, and countless terrible songs that somehow 
found their way onto the Women’s Center’s iTunes program. We’re not kidding—we actually listened to 
Avril Lavigne’s “Sk8r Boi.” So save the last dance and bring it on, or you get served and we list ten 
things we hate about you. Get it? Okay, yeah, back to your money. You waste way too much of it. Do 
you really need all those vitamin supplements? You’re money would be much better invested in radio. 
Don’t tell me you even understand how radio waves really work. Just hand over the money or pay the 
cruel, cruel price. Oh yeah, the vox still needs you to advertise in it. E-mail voxads@wtul.fm. 
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VOX OOvVVTUL Fifi 


Vox — 

I agree with your “Top 5 Drug” list from the February 
issue. Crack is the best drug ever, but you forgot to 
mention the best thing about crack—it smells like an 
electrical fire when you smoke it. That way you can 
either cover up the fact that you blew up a fuse box at 
work by smoking crack in the elevator, or cover up the 
fact that you’re smoking crack by blowing up your 
building’s fuse box. Here’s to smoking crack and dyna- 
miting buildings. 

P.S. Domestic terrorism is hott. 


Hugs and Kisses, 
W. 


Here’s to being an asshole. Next time you send us a let- 
ter, try to find some other writing utensil than your own 
cum. — Gretchen 


Dear Vox, 

Maybe if you could pry your head out of Mexico 1910’s 
collective anus for two seconds, you’d realize there was 
more to life than your Uptown, Magic The Gathering- 
friendly hangouts. Why don’t you take a walk on the 
West Bank-side and realize what gangsta-ism’s really 
about, fools?!! 


Carl Phelps 


While there has been discussion about changing the 
Vox’s format to a roller rink, two-bit casino, and con- 


venience store ‘zine, we all decided 
that we weren't quite ready to take 
the plunge into straight-up thuggery. 


I never realized that your general 
manager Steve Miles was such an 
attractive young man. Have you ever 
considered having a WTUL DJ date- 
auction as part of Marathon? 


Thanks for the letter, Kenneth. Have 
you ever considered suicide? — 
Gretchen 


Rob, Vox Editor, 

Both of my parents recently died of 
lung cancer after years of smoking 
Nat Sherman Fantasia™ cigarettes. 
This has left an unfillable void in my life. Will you 
come to my junior high school for Career Day? 


Yours truly, 
Priscilla Meeks 


That unfillable void you’re experiencing is probably the 
lack of second-hand nicotine now that your parents bit 
the dust. I recommend daily gluing several Nicoderm 
patches onto your eyelids. Hey, “Career Day” kinda 
rhymes with “You're Gay”, huh? It also rhymes with 
“Stay away!” ...from me! — Rob 
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ie V pnge is a Dish Best Served Deep-Fried: 


Cooking with 


the Whire BITeh, 


Michael Patrick Welch 


It was actually fun waiting tables at the greasy-spoon dive Ye Olde 
High School Den (that night the live mouse fell out of their water-damaged 
ceiling onto those people’s table was a hoot!), until recently, during one of 
his many, many infantile, red-faced temper tantrums, the young Lonny 
Darkman decided to fire me (his bowling alley dad, Lon Sr., is a cool guy, 
but Junior is indeed a dimwitted, extended-cab conservative). Till then, I’d 
even been helping this dangerously unhealthy restaurant create their new 
“Ye Olde Healthy Menu.” But in light of my recent firing: fuck them, this 
“Healthy” recipe is now up for grabs: 


(NOTE: Yes, I know that ‘Ye’ and ‘The’ are actually the same word, thus this dish would have essentially 
been named ‘The The Olde Double Cheeseburger.’ But try explaining this to someone who voted for George Bush...) 


*START WITH TWO quarter-pound beef patties, stored in a mouse-infested walk-in cooler, then cooked to your liking. 


*APPLY TO THE TOP of each patty one slice of American cheese (American only, since Ye Olde does not condone 
every-other-country-in-the-world’s current disapproval of George Bush’s U.S.A.), as well as three strips of bacon (for a 
total of six strips; Atkins swears it’s OK!) 


*TRADITIONAL “unhealthy” double-cheeseburgers sit sandwiched between buns, with yet another piece of bread 
between the beef patties —- three buns? No wonder we’re all such lardasses! So, for Ye Olde’s new Atkins-conscious 
menu, we’ve taken all this fattening bread and replaced it with three veal patties (or rather, chicken-friend-steak mas- 
querading as veal; despite what it says on their current menu, Ye Olde actually serves no real veal, none at all. Ask 
them.) 


*UP TO THIS POINT, this recipe was my creation. But for that signature Ye Olde taste, Lon Jr. then wanted to then 
take the entire sandwich (to review: imitation-veal, atop bacon, atop cheese [American], atop hamburger, atop imitation- 
veal, atop bacon, atop cheese [American], atop hamburger, atop imitation-veal), roll it all in batter, then deep fry that 
bitch. Personally, I found this last step totally unnecessary: “Y’all must have stock in an oil company or something,” I 
even accused them, ““You’re only doing this for the oi/!” But like their President before them, they denied this accusa- 
tion. They were in fact proud to admit that Ye Olde High School Den is one of the only restaurants left in N.O. that, 
rather than oil, still fries their food in actual lard (which is also, incidentally, the reason Lon Jr. will not eat most of the 
food on his own menu)! 


*THIS BURGER WAS THEN to be washed down with a special blue-cheese-flavored carbonated diet-soda beverage I 
had developed; a secret formula that —- now that they’ve fired me —- they can have back when they pry it from my 
cold, dead (pudgy, greasy) hands. 


Michael Patrick Welch, affectionately known as the White Bitch, is a man who’s moving up in the world. His second book, The Donkey Show, a novel 
about “New Orleans bike-riding, back-waiting, and Bunny Matthews’ son Jude, sort of,” was recently released by Equator Books. He’s also landed 
himself a new column in Offbeat Magazine (where do you think we stole that Donkey Show quote from?) Oh yeah, the guy also plays some damn 
good music, too. You can catch his one-man-band, chock full of guitars and drum programming, live at the CD release party for WTUL’s Songs from 


The Basement: Volume 2 at the Howlin’ Wolf on Friday, April ond, along with Blackfire Revelation, Chef Menteur, The Paradise Vendors, and more. 
There'll be free food, fun, and plenty of opportunities to rock out with your cock out. What's more, the show’s only five bucks! 


- WTUL proudly presents... Siar fie wasn 


\“Songsfonthe 
‘Basement Vol. 2: | 
‘Out of the 
Basement” 


“Vout: favorite local artists. 
Featuring... 


PARADISE VENDORS Il “SENOR KONG” 
_ DETONATIONS // “T.U. AS EVES” 
_BLACKFIRE REVELATION // “WELL ALRIGHT” 

THE VEINS // “STARLET” 
PINK FEVER // “GLOWING TONGUES” 
E EAMES ERA // “MIDNIGHT SNACK” 
_ QUICKIE MART FEAT. MONEY MIKE // “THISISAFREESTYLE” 
EFON TEL AVIV // “WHAT IT IS WITHOUT THE HAND THAT WIELDS IT” 
IMPROVISATIONAL ARTS COUNCIL // “UFOS/GIANTS STEPS” 

DR. A GO GO // “BUCKTOOTH SATAN” 

ofl bestest /| “EMPIRES SANS FRONTIERES” 

bli “MKDELTA 


~ Featuring live performances by BLACKFIRE REVELATION, WHITE BITCH, CHEF MENTEUR, and THE 
PARADISE VENDORS. 
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BY NICK McTHRIFTY 


Yes, indeed, my friends, times are tough these days, and, for 
most, money is short. Things aren’t looking too bright either, 
so until Dennis Kucinich takes office, you’re going to have to 
keep counting your pennies. However, you can’t let this get 
you down. If you stop your leisure spending, you’re only let- 
ting the terrorists win. So then, you might ask, what shall I 
do? The answer is surprisingly simple: spend your money 
wisely. So no more Best Buy and Wal-Mart for you—you're 
going to have to go to where the real deals are. That's right, 
I'm talking about the New Orleans thrift stores. I decided to 
take the challenge for myself, so I took a ten-dollar bill and 
went to see to friendly folks at St. Vincent de Paul’s over at 
the intersection of Magazine and Robert. You won't believe 
all the deals I found. 


THREE (3) CASSETTE SINGLES, ONE 
(1) CASSETTE TAPE, $0.25 A PIECE 


The renaissance of cassette singles was most definitely 
in the year 1994. You could hop on over to Turtles and 
pick up the latest jam for between $3 and $4. So boy 
was I pleasantly surprised when I started sifting through 
this box of tapes that were only a quarter a piece. 
Becoming sentimental over my former bowl cut and 
pair of Airwalks, I picked up the singles for G’N’R’s 
“November Rain” (hell yeah), Billy Ray Cyrus’ “Achy 
Breaky Heart” (don’t tell me you didn’t get down to 
this at the roller skating rink), and Aerosmith’s 
“Crying” (Alicia Silverstone was so hot in that video... 
and when she jumps off the overpass at the end). I also 
decided to go for a “wild card” —someone’s old mix 
tape, with only “Summer 1994” written on the case. 


page $10 


Let’s just hope that there’s some Spin Doctors hidden in 
there somewhere. Overall, a dollar very well spent. 


THREE (3) BOOKS, $0.35 A PIECE 


There were so many choices, I didn’t know what to do 
with myself. I’ll go ahead and get the embarrassing 
one out of the way... I bought Amy Tan’s The Joy Luck 
Club. Go ahead, laugh. But if you tell me that movie 
didn’t get you a little teary-eyed, I’m calling you a 
damn liar. Now moving on. How could I resist pur- 
chasing Hal Lindsay’s Satan is Alive and Well on Planet 
Earth. This is the 1974 edition, which proclaims that 
over 2 million copies are in print. So maybe you’ve 
already heard of this book, but it’s brand new to me. 
Once I get around to reading it, I'll tell you exactly 
where Satan is living (most likely in the upcoming 
April issue of The Vox). Finally, I got The Wife-Swap 
Report, which is “the uncensored story of the new sexu- 
al underground, the thousands of nice middle-class cou- 
ples who are engaging in group sex on an organized 
basis all over the United States.” Hot damn! I’ll bet 
you a dollar that this book gives me a boner. 


ONE (1) HIGHLIGHTS FOR CHILDREN 
MAGAZINE, $0.05 


That’s no typing error—this really only cost me a nick- 
el. And for you curious collectors out there, it’s the 
January 1999 issue. I used to love playing the hidden 
pictures game when I was at the doctor’s or the den- 
tist’s when I was a wee tot, so I though I’d give it 
another whirl. Boy have I improved. I got thirteen out 
of the fourteen hidden objects in about five minutes. 
But where the hell is that high-heeled shoe? 


TWO (2) VHS TAPES, $0.99 A PIECE 

If you’re smart like me, you know that this DVD “revo- 
lution” is just a fad, and that people will be stacking 
them right next to their old Laserdiscs in just a few 
years. Stay with the tried and the true... VHS. 
Everyone’s ditching their old collection like it came 
down with the bubonic plague, so be on a special look- 
out for these bad boys. So what did I buy? For one, 
Pauly Shore’s comic masterpiece, “Son in Law.” Long 
live the weasel. I also bought “Buns of Steel 3” cause 
the chick on the box was a babe. 


ONE (1) SET OF CERAMIC CHEESE 
MARKERS, $0.35 


Don’t you hate it when you’re at some party and there’s 
a plate of crackers and cheeses, and you’re like, “What 
the fuck kind of cheese am I about to be eating?” Well, 
next time you’re at my party I guarantee that this ques- 
tion will never pop into your head. Why? Cause I 
snagged myself a set of ceramic cheese markers. 
They’re little ceramic triangles that you stick in the 
cheese. The box said it was a set of four, but there 
were only the markers for brie, cheddar, and swiss left. 
Ha, ha—no gorgonzola for you. 


ONE (1) MATRIX BODY MASSAGER, 
$1.00 


I know what you’re thinking. What is the Matrix? 
Well, according to the box, it’s a massager “developed 
from a Japanese principle,” and it kinda looks like a 
belt with big beads on it. You grab an end with each 
hand, and then you’re good to go. The back of the box 
tells you to “vigorously roll the balls over your body.” 
A good way to ease the pain from your last donkey 
punch. Also, it’s “ideal for business trips.” So far, only 
$5.43 spent. 


ONE (1) MUG, $0.95 

Again, the selection was vast, and I thought I’d never 
be able to choose until I saw the mug that I decided to 
buy. It was so perfect, it was as if Mel Gibson himself 
had placed it there. First, it said “Florida” in big, flow- 
ing cursive letters. Then, right below that, it said 
“Mom,” spelled out in drawings of little oranges. And 
if you’re asking yourself what’s so special about that, 
let me let you in on a little bit of my life: my mom is 
from Florida. And she loves orange juice. Cross birth- 
day shopping for mom off my “To Do in 2004” list. 


ONE (1) TOTALLY RAD T-SHIRT, $1.99 


Okay, okay, I might have splurged on this one. But I 
was getting such good deals everywhere else, I decided 


it was okay. The shirt was awesomely neon green and 
it had “PANAMA CITY BEACH” written across the 
front in even awesomer colors (I’m talking neon pink, 
yellow, and blue here). I wouldn’t have gotten it a 
month ago, but the weather is getting warmer and that 
means it’s time to get wild. Spring Break 2005. 


ONE SOLAR POWERED CALCULATOR, 
$0.65 


I need something to tally up my savings, didn’t I? Boo- 
yeah. And talk about a lifetime guarantee. As long as 
that sun’s still shining, I’m gonna be crunching num- 
bers. Tally up one more reason to be afraid of another 
ice age. 


So there you go. All my items added up to $9.02, plus an 
additional $0.82 in sales tax. That's a total of $9.84. Hell 
yeah. Hopefully you now see that with a little bit of creativity, 
ten dollars can go a long way. So what are you waiting for? 
Go take the challenge for yourself. And if you fail, don’t 
worry... just blame Jacques Morial. 
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By Sean Trafficante 
In 1990, Joey Burns, a student of classical 
music at UC-Irvine, met John Convertino in 
Los Angeles, California, and a long, pros- 
erous musical relationship soon began to take 
shape. Burns joined up with Convertino, and 
his band Giant Sand, before the two eventual- 
ly headed off to Tuscon, Arizona. They joined 
the neo-lounge combo Friends of Dean 
Martinez before eventually forming their own 
project in 1996, Calexico, a musical collective 
that keeps Burns and Convertino as a strong 
musical center. For the past eight years, 
Calexico has consistently released music that 
has a strong basis in Southwestern culture, 
taking a spaghetti Western approach to rock, 
country, Americana, and countless other musi- 
cal styles. WTUL’s Sean Trafficante got a 
chance to have a phone conversation with 
Joey Burns, whose music credits with 
Calexico cover everything from guitar and 
double bass to cello and vibraphone, a few 
weeks before the band makes their way down 
to New Orleans. 


12 the vox 


TO END ALL CALEXICO INTERVIEWS 


Sean: So what’s the general vibe of your 
shows? Are people more into dancing and 
moving around while you’re playing, or is it 
more of a musical-appreciation setting, or 
maybe a mix of both? 

Joey: It’s kind of a whole gambit — the music 
is pretty moody, and there’s a lot of texture 
and dynamics. At times, it’s really dark and 
spacey; at other times, it’s really upbeat and 
colorful, but we typically end the show on a 
high note. 


S: People describe your music as very “Lo- 
Cal,” with the whole Southwestern thing 
you’ve got going that also blends other 
musical influences in the mix. Do you get a 
different audience response depending on 
where you go, especially if people aren’t as 
familiar with the music of that particular 
Southwestern culture? 

J: It varies. It’s always surprising — Europe is 
always interesting, watching people respond to 
the music the way they do. I think for me the 
music draws on influences from all over, not 
just places like Mexico. Cities like New 
Orleans, New York, and San Francisco, which 
all have a good appreciation and understand- 
ing of the multicultural aspects, are always 
very responsive. 


S: Well, I’m really into klezmer music, and 
at times you guys use a similair rhythm, so 
I assume that’s something a lot of European 
audiences can appreciate and get into. By 
the way, I’m excited about hearing your 
upcoming Convict Pool EP. What’s the 
word on that? 

J: Well, it hasn’t come out yet, but there’s a 
cover on there by the band Love called “Alone 
Again Or,” and it’s done pretty well as far as 


being a pop song. I’ve always been a fan of 
60s music and psychedelia. It’s interesting, 
because on UK radio, especially the BBC, the 
song has been played a bit. It’ll be interesting 
to see how American and Canadaian audi- 
ences respond. 


S: Calexico has released a lot of EPs recent- 
ly. Do you see yourself sitting down and 
doing another long album along the lines of 
Feast of Wire anytime soon? 

J: I think that’s the next step— going down to 
the studio. We usually record in Tuscon, 
Arizona at an old analog studio. We’ll just go 
there and record some new songs. Also, we’re 
toying with the idea of maybe going to Europe 
and doing some recordings there. We’ve got a 
lot of friends who are musicians over there. 
Some of the guys in the band live in Germany, 
and I’ve lived in Europe and worked there too, 
so it'll be nice to try and do something differ- 
ent, create a story behind the new album. 


S: Yeah, maybe run across some new and 
different influences, too. You said you guys 
record in an old analog studio. Do you like 
the sound that comes out of there better 
than digital recording? 

J: Ido. I prefer an analog sound, but I like the 
idea of being able to edit digitally. So that 
usually comes afterwards. But what we do is 
pretty loose, pretty laid back. We’re not into 
tight arrangements until editing. 


S: My dad actually recently saw Calexico in 
Portland, Oregon, and he said you guys had 
a whole mariachi ensemble there. 

J: Yeah, it probably sounded like it, but to be 
honest, it’s only two trumpets. We didn’t 
bring Mariachi Luz de Luna, a full mariachi 
group from Tucson, on tour with us, but we’d 
love to. We’re working on a DVD right now, 
and it’s from a concert filmed in England, and 
Mariachi Luz de Luna is playing with us. 

S: Oh, yeah, you recently did an interview 


with them I heard on the radio program 
‘American Routes,” and you were talking 
about the connections the two bands form. 
J: Yeah, for sure, and we definitely spent a lot 
of time together traveling on the road and 
playing shows, in 2000 especially. And now, 
when we do play, it’s kind of a symbiotic col- 
laborative, with music going on between the 
two groups. I think it would be great to do 
some more work with them, and even try to 
do stuff where we bring in electronic music as 
well. 

S:Alright, Joey, thanks a lot. I'll see you at 
the show... 
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The Vox: Give us a little history of the Zeitgeist— its origins, its name, its 
aims, its highlights, its missed opportunities, and so on... 


Rene Broussard: | founded the Zeitgeist Theatre Experiments in 1987 when I was . dt 


a student in the Drama & Communications Department at the University of New 
Orleans. It was initiated as an experimental theater troupe and derives its name 
from The Adventures of Phoebe Zeitgeist, a comic series which ran in Evergreen 
Review in the 1970’s. Phoebe was the lead character, a vampire from outer space. 
Phoebe was also the lead character in Zeitgeist’s first theatrical production, “Blood | 
on the Cat’s Neck” by Rainer Werner Fassbinder. The word Zeitgeist is a German 
noun meaning “the spirit of the times.” Zeitgeist went on to produce several other 
successful plays including “Shakespeare the Sadist” and an environmental theatre 
piece/musical about the Manson Family entitled “Commune.” The emphasis of the | 
organization changed to that of the New Orleans’ leading exhibitor of alternative 


cinema with film series and originally curated programs of experimental and under-| 


ground films being presented in various locations such as Cafe Brasil, the 
Contemporary Arts Center, The Deutches Haus, Loyola University, The University 
of New Orleans, Muddy Waters, X Art Gallery, and the Prytania Theatre. In June 
of 1990, Hallwalls Contemporary Arts Center, one of the top 10 alternative arts 
centers in the U.S., offered me the position of Film Curator. In the three years I 
was in Buffalo, New York, Zeitgeist continued to do sporadic programming when- 
ever I returned to New Orleans. . 


In June of 1993, I returned to New Orleans to be with my family and to estab- | . 


lish Zeitgeist as a full-time alternative cinema doing regular programming at the 
Masonic Temple, Muddy Waters and Pussycat Caverns, and eventually establishing | _ 
our own screening room at Movie Pitchers. Zeitgeist then moved into a large 
garage on O’Keefe in the summer of 1995, Although we were only there for one 


year, it was in this venue that Zeitgeist expanded its mission to include dance, poet- . 


ry, music, spoken word, performance art, and theatre into our full-time film and 
video programming. When we moved to the 2000 block of Magazine Street, we 
changed our name to Zeitgeist Multi-Disciplinary Arts Center. Zeitgeist was on 
Magazine Street for four years and was a major force in revitalizing that section of 
the street, so much so that block was named “The Hippest Neighborhood in the 
U.S.” by the Utne Reader. For the past four years, Zeitgeist has been located in a 
large arts complex at 1724 Oretha Castle Haley, at the intersection of Felicity. 
Zeitgeist shares the large new space with Barrister’s Gallery and our neighbor Ashe 
Cultural Arts Center. 


You’ve been responsible for bringing a lot of intriguing avant-garde artists, 
musicians, and filmmakers to New Orleans. How has the inflow of artists on 
the margins enriched and challenged the local musical and cultural scene? 
RB: We have always claimed that we have “something for and against everyone.” 
Zeitgeist is forever striving to present artists in all disciplines whose work chal- 
lenges, experiments or exposes the audience into seeing, feeling or hearing some- 
thing completely new or original. In doing so, we offer audiences and artists a 
venue to create new works or to simply try something new. 


How much support does The Zeitgeist get from the 
local community? Is there any sponsorship from 
corporations or arts foundations? 

RB: Zeitgeist operates with an entirely volunteer, 
artist-run staff. We receive no grants or public funds. 
At the moment WTUL is our only Corporate members. 
We operate entirely on donations, concessions, and 
memberships. All money donated to Zeitgeist goes to 
paying the artists and the cost of maintaining their 
space and programming. 

You try to provide an alternative arts and music 
scene in New Orleans. What problems do you see 
with the mainstream arts and music scene and what 
can we do to help fix them? 

RB: There is nothing wrong with the mainstream art 
and music scene. People need to be 
entertained and artists need to make a 
living. We simply offer people an 
alternative. I always hated jazz 
because I thought it was all Dixieland 
and Pete Fountain. Then I heard artists 
like Peter Brotzmann and Edward 
“Kidd” Jordan. Now I am totally into 
free jazz. The first time I heard Nick 
Cave and the Bad Seeds, it was 
Kicking Against The Pricks and I said 
“What it this crap?” Then a couple of 
weeks later I heard From Her To 
Eternity and I thought it was complete- 
ly brilliant and it made me re-evaluate 
my response. It’s that simple. 
“Something for and against everyone!” If you don’t 
like this film, you’ll like this one. If you can’t stand 
this band, you’ll probably love this one. Sooner or 
later we will get you. ; 


There are plenty of great films projected within 
your walls. How do you go about choosing and then 
securing the cornucopia of independent and foreign 
films that you regularly show? 

RB: It varies greatly. Often filmmakers and distribu- 
tors contact me because of our international reputation 
as one of the major alternative venues in the U.S. I 
also travel every year to various festivals to scout out 
films and I am constantly scouring the websites of Film 
Festivals for films that seem interesting and won’t play 
in any of the “commercial” cinemas. I e-mail them and 
ask them to check out our website and to send me a 
preview cassette. Some don’t, but most do. I then pro- 
gram based on three simple models: 1.) What is avail- 
able, and when? 2.) What do I feel like showing? 3.) 
What might actually get an audience and hopefully pay 
for itself? 
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The Zeitgeist is sometimes accused of putting on 
bizarre shows, which shouldn’t be surprising given 
the usual reactions to the avant-garde. I’m sure you 
have a few stories to tell, or objections to raise. So, 
¢’mon—your most bizarre moment? 
RB: That’s a hard one. We responded to 9/11 by pre- 
senting a film series called “Why They Hate Us” which 
included 30 documentaries that depicted U.S. acts of 
terrorism. I was sure we would be inundated with 
crank calls, death threats, etc. The most bizarre thing 
was that it was incredibly successful and we didn’t get 
a single complaint. So we followed it up with our 
“Access of Evil” film series and still no complaints. 
We also show pro-choice films, and still no com- 
plaints. That’s pretty bizarre! Then again, we present- 
ed a program of films in 1993 
under the title “Female Ejaculation 
Night” for one night only, and still 
there are people who still think all 
that we do is show porno films. 


The Oscars announced their film 
picks just a few weeks ago. What 
were your picks for the best films 
of the year? 

That’s always a really hard ques- 
tion for me to answer, because I go 
to film festivals and see so many 
amazing films that won’t play in 
theatres for sometimes two or three 
years after I see them. For exam- 
ple, my favorite films from this years Toronto Film 
Festival were “In This World” by Michael 
Winterbottom, “Evil” by Mikael Haafstroom, “The 
Saddest Music in the World” by Guy Maddin and 
“Save the Green Planet” by Jang Jun-hwan. My 
favorite films that have actually or will actually play 
New Orleans this year actually includes the two French 
thrillers that Zeitgeist is screening the week of 
November 14 - 20: “Killer Kid” by Gilles de Maistre 
and Claude Miller’s “Class Trip.” I would also say the 
Hungarian film “Abandoned” and the Spanish film ”El 
Bola” which we both screened. I also really loved 
“Respiro” and “Whale Rider,” both of which Canal 
Place showed. As far as mainstream films go I really 
liked “Mystic River” and “Lost in Translation” as well 
as the documentaries “Spellbound,” “Capturing the 
Friedmans,” “The Weather Underground,” “The Other 
Final, “ and “Sumo: East and West.” 


And, finally, any must-see shows at the Zeitgeist in 
the coming months? 


Always check www.zeitgeistinc.org for a fully-updated 
schedule. 


Top 3 top 5 lists 


Top 5 signs that you’re a rich kid adopting poverty as a fashionable accessory 
you put Cash Money Records stickers on yr cell phone. 

yr Friendster account lists “thrift store shopping” as an interest. 

you’ve given up the trucker hat trend because it’s “too bouge-y.” 

you’d like to get crunk, but this bar doesn’t have Disarrona. 

yr new penile enlargement forcesyou to throw away yr vintage Wranglers. 


Top 5 bands who make no money but should be riz-nich 

The Planet The - fuck you, haters, this shit’s mathalicious (and the singer’s hizzity-hott in a my-silky-locks-look- 
like-Elliot-Smith-but-I-can-actually-work-the-shaggyish-hairstyle sort of way). 

Scrotesque - | don’t know who doesn’t like child molestation jokes during guitar re-stringings, but I’m sure that 
whoever it is is has probably been molested themselves. 

USAISAMONSTER - how ugly do you have to be to have girls not throw themselves at yr disgusting disgusting 
tube sock-clad feet? obviously, these guys have no idea. 

Giddy Motors - how many British guys does it take to change a light bulb? I don’t know. 

Soilent Green — these motherfuckers can’t even afford to be made out of people, but they can sure afford the man- 
love. 


Top 5 reasons to give yr money to WTUL 

we beat yr ass at foosball last Friday and you owe us, bitch. 

remember those Built to Spill tickets we gave you two and a half years ago? cuz I fuckin’ do. 
one of you called me an asshole last year and it vaguely hurt my feelings. 

Tulane won’t give us money because we have a Caribbean show. 
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NOW THAT I’VE 
DONATED MY REMAINS 
TO “TULANE” IN THE 

NAME OF “SCIENCE”, I 
CAN FINALLY SERVE 

MY NATION’S 

MILITARY IN WAYS I 
NEVER IMAGINED. 
KaBLOOOEY!! 
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cremates me on the phone 


Jamie Stewart, mastermind behind the startling original band Xiu Xiu, was driving down the road one day when 
when he got a call on his cell phone from moi. The girl whe picked up told me that Jamie doesn't like to drive 
and talk on the phone at the same time, and so he might not be able to do the interview at the time. But, Jamie 
was nice enough to pull over and switch to the passenger seat and talk with me. Xiu Xiu’s newest album, 
Fabulous Muscles, has enjoyed basically univeral acclaim since its release last month. Some of the band's defin- 
ing characteristics are Jamie's highly emotional singing, his intensely personal lyrics, the disorienting percussion, 
and soft white noise floating behind engrossing melodies. 


Rob: Your songs have a lot of offbeat percussion in them. What is your favorite percussion instrument? 
Jamie Stewart: To listen to, the Gamelan orchestra. To play, it would be the Delacruzaphone [De-la-Cruz-a- 
phone], which is the instrument that we made. 


R: Delacruzaphone? What is that like? 

JS: Its four vibrators that are attached to on/off switches, and we put the vibrators in different receptacles — in 
glasses, or inside bells and stuff — and when they vibrate they make something interesting and weird and create a 
kind of overtone. 


R: What do you prefer, goths or jocks? 
JS: Ha, ha! Goths, for sure. 


R: Do you consider your lyrics shocking? 

JS: Do I consider them shocking? They certainly aren’t meant to be. I guess the point of the band is to write about 
things that have happened and are happening in our lives and in the lives of people that we re close to. Just in the 
last, maybe, three years a lot of really disappointing things have happened. So it’s just a combination of what we 
wanted the band to be about — in terms of just being really honest and open — and the music paralleling the things 
that were going on around us. We didn’t plan on, you know. being controversial or creepy or anything. 


R: Okay, last question — what is your favorite animal? 
JS: A cat. The cat that I have is really taikative and natural. 
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A Quick Chat with 


The Decaatleiautyes 


By Phil Rollins 


The Decemberists are a pop band 
from the Pacific Northwest that 
write songs about everything, espe- 
cially life at sea. “The Cautionary 
Song” off of their first full-length, 
Castaways and Cutouts, is the best 
example of this and probably the 
best shanty overall since “A 
Pirates’ Life for Me” was released 
by Comfortable Crossbones 
Records in 1426. WTULs own P.R. 
sat down in front of his computer 
screen and sent electrons out into 
the ether, where they fortunately 
found Decemberists frontman Colin 
Melloy in front of his computer 
screen, just nanoseconds before he 
departed for San Francisco and a 
sold out show. 


What books are you William Henry Wordsworth or One thing that brings you peace 
reading/albums are you listening Percy Bysshe Shelley? and enjoyment on the road? 
to right now? That’s tough. Shelley's a bit too I know this will sound tacky, and 
As I Lay Dying, William Faulkner fanatic for me. I’d say Wordsworth. that I should say the broad lay of 
War Prayers, Young People the North Dakotan sky line through 
tinted windows, but F’m going with 
Do you feel more at home in the my iPod and my noise cancellation 
studio or in the live setting? headphones. 


They are two entirely different 
things. On stage, I sup- 
pose. I love recording, 

but there are rarely any 
windows. 


Dont need) o Hey Pretty Duc! 


2) 


Wanna Play 


Fiction or Non- ‘ 
a 
Fiction? hide +h 


I write fiction, though 
I’ve been reading a lot 
of non-fiction. 


Favorite-sounding 
instrument? 
The oboe. 
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The Jop Five COns of All Time!!! 


By DJ Spider 
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Xaminer 
-Ascam that seems so stupid, nobody on Earth would fall for 
it but still, one of the most frequently used cons. The Mark | 
is contacted by the con artist, who claims to be a “bank ~~ 
examiner” —someone who investigates bank employees. He 
or she claims that an investigation is underway regarding 
one of the tellers at your bank who is stealing money during 
each transactions (a dollar or two each time) and they need 
your assistance as a bank customer to prove it. In order to 
verify the accusation, the bank examiner requires you to 
withdraw a large sum of money which you will then hand 
over to him/her for documentation/evidence, after which the 
con artist disappears. 


Bank Official 
Chances are either you or someone you know has received 
this email scam. The basic idea is that a bank official from 
some third world country has discovered several million ; : 
dollars in cash, gold, silver, etc., which previously belonged ~ 7 ~ 
to a customer of the bank who has since died without leaving — 
any sort of will. As no next of kin have been discovered, the 
bank official has come up with a scheme to get the money 
wherein you pose as the deceased customer’s next of kin and 
claim the cash, splitting it later with the bank official (often 
the “official” is trying to keep the money out of the hands of 
“a corrupt government” to which it will soon be remitted if 
no claimant is found). All the official needs is your private 
phone number, fax, and bank account number... 


This classic seems seriously complicated, but it’s another of the most 

frequently used cons. Con Artist #1 approaches The Mark ina mall, | 

parking lot, or other crowded public area carrying a bag (or envelope 

or briefcase). Con Artist #1 states that he or she found the bag nearby 

| and would like to return it to its owner. Con Artist #1 then approaches 

the nearby Con Artist #2 and makes the same inquiry. Con Artist #2 

asks what’s in the bag (#1 hasn’t opened it yet). Opening the bag, the 

three discover it’s full of a sizeable amount of cash. #2 suggests it may | 

be part of some sort of illegal activity such as a drug deal and that | 

since finding the owner in such a case is unlikely, the three (#1, #2, and, 

4The Mark) should split the money. #1 has reservations however and | 
asks to call his or her friend (or boss or other acquaintance) who hap- 

"pens to be a lawyer). #1 leaves to make the call. Meanwhile #2 and 

| The Mark talk about all the things they could do with the money. When 

#1 returns, he/she explains that in order to keep the money the three of 

them will have to deposit a certain amount of “good faith” money into 

a trust (the fictitious lawyer’s) or safety deposit box of some sort in 

order to prove that they have sufficient resources to live off of while 

the lawyer makes the proper efforts to find the owner of the money 

(which will assuredly turn out to be fruitless anyway). The Mark with- | 

draws the good faith money from the bank (as do the two con artists) | 
and the pool the good faith money. 

What happens at this point varies by scam. Usually the cons have 
switched bags (while The Mark withdrew the cash, while Con Artist #1 

was making the phone call to the lawyer, or at any number of other 

_ points). The two cons may ask The Mark to hand the bag over to the 

lawyer while one of them puts the good faith money into the trust/safe- 

“» ty deposit box. When The Mark arrives at the address where the 

__ lawyer’s office should be, they discover that there is no lawyer. Upon 

J opening the bag they find that it’s full of shredded paper. 


3) The Priest and the Policeman Scam 
A two person con that requires a bit of costuming. Con Artist #1 
enters a jewelry store dressed as a priest and asks to examine 
some merchandise. The priest examines the merchandise, and 
then pays for it in cash. The sales person is thrown first by the 
fact that a priest is buying jewelry (see how many reasons you 
can come up with for a priest to even enter a jewelry store) and 
second by the large cash transaction. Con Artist #2 enters, 
dressed as a policeman, just as The Priest is about to exit. The 
Policeman then “arrests” The Priest, explaining to the store man- 
ager that the so called Priest is in fact a notorious counterfeiter 
who has hit several local jewelry stores exchanging his fake 
(though very realistic) bills for jewelry. In order to convict The 
Priest, The Policeman will need to enter both the bills passed by 
The Priest and the merchandise into evidence. After writing a 
receipt for the “evidence,” the Policeman walks out with his part- 
ner, the cash (which was of course legitimate all along) and the 
merchandise. 
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Another con that requires a bit of costuming, but a surprisingly sim- 
ple scam all in all. The Con Artist, dressed as a private security 
guard places an “Out of order, please leave deposits with guard” 

gn on a bank ATM after hours (preferably covering the camera). 
When a customer shows up to make a deposit, the “Security Guard” 
asks them to sign a list of deposits and then puts the envelope into a 
lockbox (available at any office supply store). Should any questions 
arise as to his legitimacy, the Con Artist simply produces a business 
card for his fictitious security company with the phone number for 
his partner who will of course play the role of the “Security 
Guard’s” boss when called, thus verifying his authenticity. 


The Vox’s 


Marathon Scavenger Hunt 


Since you're already probably gonna be spending plenty of time out on the town catching all of WTUL’s Marathon shows any- 


criminal activity and, furthermore, believes that one can find hap- 
piness regardless of economic standing. If you would like to learn « 
how to be happy like Spider, please send $1.00 to Happy Dude, 
1502 S. Carrollton, Apartment #1, New Orleans LA, 70118 


way, the friendly Vox staff decided to create a little incentive program as an added bonus for you suckas. Below you'll find a 
checklist of Marathon “goals,” and the rules of the game are simple —the person that completes the most goals is the winner. 
But you ve got to prove that you did “em, so we're going to ask that you photograph all of the events in action. Send them in 


as email attachments to VOX@WTUL.EM by April 10th, You don’t have to complete the entire list to be eligible to win, 


you've just got to be the reader that sends in the most photographs. Who knows, maybe one little photo will secure your vic- 
tory. The winner will get a write-up in the April issue of The Vox about how you're the ultimate Vox reader and a really awe 
some schlude or schlady. By the way, most of the pictures require you to be in the photograph, so you're probably going to 
need to bring a friend along on your adventures. Here’s what we want photos of: 


-You vomiting at the Mangina vs. Murder Band show at the Hi Ho on 
March 30! 

-You on the phone making a pledge to WTUL while flashing yr bed- 
room eyes at the camera 

-Any oth Ward hipster (bonus point for photo of 9th Ward hipster and 
Uptown hipster hanging out together) 

-Xiu Xiu’s Delacruzaphone (see the Xiu Xiu interview, page 20) 
-You pantsing Steve. WTUL’s General Manager 

-A biker dude at the Calexico/Broken Social Scene/Stars show at the 
Howlin’ Wolf 

-You breakdancing and getting crunk at the hip hop show at the State 
Palace on March 26! 

DJ Garnette (Wednesday 4-6 PM) talking on his cell phone. This is a 
bit of challenge if you don’t know Garnette, but just keep an eye out 
for the skinny black guy with a Jamaican accent that’s talking on the 
phone (he’s the cell-phone champion!) 

-You making out with any of the DJs or band members at the huge 


electronic show at the State Palace on March 19" (bonus point for 
smooching DJ Name!) 


-Anyone sitting on the shitter while reading this issue of The Vox 
-You chompin’ down on some of that free, tasty food at our CD release 


party on April 2nd at the Howlin’ Wolf 


Godspeed you black emporers. 


F ALE OY 
E BATT pea st ORLEANS 


Rob “Grim” Bryant 
o riday March 26, noon 


Nick “Wonder Boy” Lynton 
Saturday March 27, noon 


“Lend me your ears!’ 


Steve “Money Fingers” Miles 
Sunday March 28, noon 


‘Do it.” 


Marathon kicks into fifth gear March 26 with WTUL’s 24-Hour DJ 
Weekend. Each DJis on the air from noon to noon collecting your 
pledges and playing your requests. Donate to WTUL this Marathon 
season and keep the station alive and well. 
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At the Movies with the vox 


by W-Veck 

“The Passion of The Christ.” the first movie to come out since “Welcome to Mooseport” (which came out a 
couple of days earlier) has already caused quite a stir, and it’s easy to see why. The movie depicts the passion(ate) 
love affair between Jesus John Turturro) and Mary (Angelina Jolie). And boy is it hot, with cum-shots and vag- 
squirts that will make you say “Jeee-zus!” And, with a schlong that big. there just might be some truth to the claim 
that Jesus was a black man! 

Some of the controversy surrounding the film is a result from the anger that has come from conservative 
Christians, who claim that Jesus was the son of God, not a sex-crazed nymphomaniac. and further claim that since 
Mary was his mother, she would not have looked like Angelina Jolie and probably would not be getting it on with 
her son like that. However, as much guff as the Christians have given this film, “The Passion” has gotten even 
more guff from Jews, who claim that Gibson has played fast and loose with his source material, “The Big 
Lebowski.” 

John Turturro revives his role as Jesus Quintana from the movie “Big Lebowski.” directed by the Coen broth- 
ers. who are not Jewish but have a Jewish-sounding last name. Filmmaker Gibson has ostensibly called “The 
Passion” a “prequel to the “Big Lebowski’ — a favorite film of mine by two fine Jews, Ethan and Hershel Cohen.” 
The movie. according to Gibson, “focuses on the central event in Jesus’ life, primarily the “passion of the sexual 
offense that would land him in jail.” Many Jews, however, claim that Gibson departs significantly from the source 
material in ways that are very damaging. Consider the scene in “The Big Lebowski where Walter, a converted 
Jew. states that Jesus “is a sex offender. Spent six months in jail for exposing himself to an eight-year-old.” 
However, in “The Passion,” this event is reworked so that Jesus spends six months of passion banging a gong and 
getting it on with Angelina Jolie, with no-eight-year-old in sight. Jesus then lands in jail for a smail burglary 
charge. 

The implication, if we read-back to “The Big Lebowski.” is that Walter has gotten the facts all wrong because 
he is a “lying Jew.” It is this that is infurtating to Jews. As Jew Peter Katz noted. “it didnt really bother me, 
because Walter is like one guy, and | don’t think he’s meant to be taken seriously anyway.” Some Jews were even 
angrier than Peter, such as Jeff Goldberger who said, “| haven't even seen the “Big Lebowski, but { heard it’s 
good. Should I see that before or after seeing “The Passion’?” Yet another Jew, Rosenberg Levine, wondered “is it 
so much that “The Passion’ is offensive to Jews, or is it more that The Passion’ is Jews to offensive?” 
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Hit up THE LIBRARY! for free movies 


by Ryan Sullivant 


For the low, low price of free, the helpful clerks at the public’ library signed mé up for an Orleans Parish library 
card. Now I have a shiny silver card that lets me rent movies for free. All you'll have to bring to get your own 
card is a photo ID and some piece of mail addressed to you to prove that you live in Orleans Parish, but all on- 
campus students need only flash their Tulane ID as proof of residence. 

Then you can walk up the stairs and head to the small room in the back where the library keeps their videos. 
Granted, the selection is fairly small, but youire likely to find something that piques your interest in their humble 
yet impressive collection. They have copies of famous epics of film that you’ve always meant to see, such as 
“Ben-Hur” and “Doctor Zhivago,” comedy favorites like Jim Carrey’s “Ace Ventura” movies, a few notable hor- 
ror flicks like “The Ring” and “Rosemary’s Baby, and the entire “Rocky” series. 

The New Orleans Public Library allows cardholders to check out up to three movies for three days, and they 
will assess a two dollar per day late fee if the movies are not returned on time, but it still beats shelling out $3.78 
per video at Blockbuster. 

The library system has two branches: the Milton Latter Branch on St. Charles between Soniat and Dufossat, 
near De La Salle High School, and the Nix Memorial Branch on the corner of Carrolton and Willow. While each 
branch’s hours differ slightly, the libraries will generally be open from 10 AM to 6 PM Monday through Thursday 
and 10 AM to 5 PM Saturday, with Friday and Sunday off, and the borrowing period is determined by the number 
of working days, so the loan period can be extended on well-timed rentals. 

For more information, visit the Library’s website (and don’t ask me why they chose this domain name): http:// 
nutrias.org. 
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2004 Noisepatch Dispop 


or, a detailed account of the municipal transit system in the city of San Francisco, or 
fond memories of the Noisepop music festival. 
Phillip Rollins 


Marlboro 100s. 
Secondly, the festival’s best shows sell 
out a week in advance, so unless you want 


efore | settle down to write this thing, 
there are a few things that you, gentle reader, 
should be aware of - if for no other reason than 
simply so that you realize that this account is not 
an unbiased journalistic undertaking. 
1. I have spent the past week sleeping on the floor. Most of 
the week, the room had heat and carpet. However, by the 
weekend, we were in San Francisco and sleeping in a room 
that had a wooden floor and no heat. In San Francisco. In 
February. 
2.1 haven't bathed in three days and it will be at least one 
more before I have access to bathing. So, I am itchy, dirty and 
hopeless. 
3. I recently found two dollars in my suitcase that I had for- 
gotten about and, upon clutching those marvelous bastions of 
goods and services in my hands, jubilantly exclaimed, 
“Whoo-hoo! Food today!” with enough volume to cause 
coughing spasms. 

Indeed. San Francisco is a lovely city, one of the few 
that I can actually say I’ve been stunned by: as I came up 
from the underground MUNI onto Market St. I genuinely 
looked and felt like a tourist. Which was what I was, so what- 
ever. Maybe stunned is too strong a word. Impressed? I don’t 
know. There is a word for this in my vocabulary, but I don’t 
know what it is. 

Anyway, we dropped our stuff on the wooden floor of a 
studio apartment at Columbus and Powell after about 2 hours 
of wandering though San Francisco. NO HEAT. Goddammit, 
I haven’t taken off this hooded sweatshirt since Thursday. 
And I haven’t sweat in it at all. On the contrary, it hasn’t done 
a goddamn thing to move my body in the sweating direction. 

Enough of that. The festival itself has a few intricacies 
that it would do anyone well to learn. First, learn the MUNI 
bus system. The 30 or the 45 will take you from around 
Chinatown and North Beach to Market St. From there, the 71 
will get you to Haight if you don’t mind standing, as every- 
one is going to Haight. Everyone is going to Amoeba. You 
will wait in a line that weaves through 3 racks of CDs to buy 
the Gang of Four Solid Gold rerelease, which comes pack- 
aged with another Gang of Four album you haven’t heard of 
and don’t want and that you could buy on Amazon anyway. 
You’ll tell yourself that you’re supporting independent record 
stores, but that’s bullshit, because in your black little heart 
you'll do whatever is most convenient, even if it involves a 
kowtow to corporate enterprise. Jesus Christ, you bought This 
Nation’s Saving Grace at Tower for fuck’s sake. Anyway, you 
won’t know why you’re at Amoeba, but you’ll go anyway. 
Don’t buy anything from the guys outside Golden Gate Park. 
They lie. If you want to go anywhere else, take a cab, the 
buses are too confusing. Bring lots of money. If you do wind 
up on the bus, DON’T FORGET THE TRANSFER PASS! 
That’s $1.25 for every time you forget to grab that little piece 
of recycled newsprint. Three of those bus trips is a pack of 
cigarettes, or two packs, depending on your ability to smoke 
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to be watching screenings of documen- 

taries about bluegrass or forest fire pre- 
vention, buy tickets online and swallow the convenience 
charge. Despite this, I have a secret weapon at my disposal - 


the words, “I work at WTUL New Orleans, and I can make 


sure that you never work in this town again.” Velvet ropes 
part, bouncers crumble, and the drinks flow like freshly 
tapped oil wells. Without further adieu, I bring you accounts 
of monumental performances and parties so fabulous, your 
bowels would discharge blood the moment you stepped 
inside. 


Wednesday, Feb. 25 

The Unicorns w/ Why?, Irving, Restform Bodies @ Great 
American Music Hall. - The Unicorns perform the entire 
show suspended upside-down like bats. During “Tuff Ghost” 
they use a Ouija board to summon the ghost of Kevin Ayers 
who, ironically, isn’t dead. We all had a good laugh at that 
one as Kevin made that piercing noise from the beginning of 
Joy of a Toy. I know, I thought it was a tone generator, too. 


Friday, Feb. 27 

The Super Furry Animals w/Papa M @ The Fillmore - Papa 
M is just Dave Pajo playing a fucking autoharp. Luckily, I 
missed all but the last minute of his set. (Note: on his albums 
he plays more than an autoharp, but at this show, it was 100% 
harp.) The Super Furries, as usual, put on a good show but 
relied too much on preprogrammed loops. They pulled out 
Windy from Windy & Bonnie, the group they sample to begin 
Phantom Power’s “Hello Sunshine”, to sing a bit, except 
over the album track. It was weird, but not in the delightful 
Super Furry way, rather, in the sad, pathetic way. Whatever, 
they made up for it all with the best closing track in the 
world, “The Man Don’t Give a Fuck” complete with bigfoot 
costumes, a 15-minute IDM breakdown and an amazingly 
well-synched video display. Rawk. 


Saturday Feb. 28 

The Decemberists @ Great American Music Hall - The 
Decemberists are, quite possibly, the only band nerdier than 
Lord of the Rhymes, the Villiage Voice’s “Best Hobbit-Based 
Hip-Hop Act of 2003”. That being said, they were looking to 
increase their cool in San Francisco. An accordion cover of 
David Bowie’s “Berlin Trilogy” later, they still hadn’t 
achieved their goal. The accordion sounded great, though. 


(except Super Furries, which we got from a scalper - 
very fair, | might add) I just rode busses and got cold 
and ran out of money. My back is sore from sleeping on 


S< yeah, since every show was sold out 


_ wood and concrete and J haven’t showered or slept in three 


days. So there’s your conclusion. If you’re going to go to 
Noise Pop next year, bring plenty of money. Sell your car. 
Mortgage your house. Or just stay home and listen to Death 
Cab for Cutie records. I don’t know. I’m tired. 


That is all. 


Rekkid 
Reviews 


Mangina 
At War with Black Metal 7’ 
Jeth-Row Records 


The first time I heard of peop 
was probably a little 
less than a year ago. 
“Dude, did you hear 
that Matt Russell’s 
singing in a band?” 
someone asked me. 
“Jesus,” I said, “I’m 
sure they’re horrible.” 


You see, Matt used to be gga 
a DJ here at WITUL— ae 
playing two hours of metal and ach with the honorable 
Lord George Elder as his sidekick —during the time I 
was the program director. And being program director 
while Matt was on the station schedule fucking blew. 
About half the radio station staff vehemently objected 
to having Matt on the air, and he was constantly getting 
in trouble for profanity in the music he played on his 
show (he was forced to tape all his shows for internal 
“review” as a result). He also refused to do his radio 
show at night, where FCC regulations allow us to 
broadcast music with curse words. Someone told me it 
was because he refused to do his show at a time when 
construction workers wouldn’t be able to listen to it 
while on the job. It is also of note that he got a consid- 
erable amount of hate mail from listeners.* 


However, several times since his departure from 
WTUL, Matt has made it very clear to me that he was 
nonetheless proud of his accomplishments at the radio 
station. “No one else has ever put on a show that was 
half as good or that had half as many listeners, so you 
fags can go back and keep on playing your pussy-rock 
fag bullshit,” he told me, or something to that effect. 
But to be honest, I didn’t mind that Matt didn’t do his 
show anymore. I though a lot of the music he played 
was shitty, even though he was kinda right that people 
liked his show. Or at least people listened to it. 


So where the fuck is this going? Oh yeah, I heard 


about Mangina and I was sure that they would be horri- 
ble. Little did I know that, less than a year later, the 
self-proclaimed “True Kings of Black-Violence” would 
be called by many one of the best bands in New 
Orleans, and that I would indeed agree with them. So, 
you might be asking, what’s the deal? You hate Matt’s 
metal show but now you think his band’s good? Yeah, 
I’m confused, too. But I can take some guesses. 


For one, Matt’s lyrics are damn entertaining. His 
screaming is more or less incomprehensible throughout 
the album, although very impressive, so they stick a 
lyric sheet in the cover for good measure. Check out 
the lyrics from the single’s second cut, “Sorry About 
Da Mess”: “Burning churches, eating brains/ The black 
metal scene’s so fucking lame/ Viking rock and 
Nordick power/ Grishnack’s getting slammed in a 
prison shower.” Damn, quite a blow to those Count- 
worshipping black-metalheads. Also, you can’t argue 
with the record’s musicianship, regardless of how much 
metal you usually ingest on a daily basis. Authentic 
Metal Face lays down those crazy guitar riffs, and 
Paul’s drumming is off the heezy. Check out the first 
cut, “Why Live When You Can Die,” for evidence of 
both, and their rendering of “Dethroned Emporer” that 
makes up At War with Black Metal’s B-side for further 
proof. So I would say that I in fact like Mangina more 
than most of the bands that Matt played on his radio 
show, and which I assume influenced Mangina, so we 
must be dealing with some crazy Oedipal complexes 
here or some shit. 


And I just wouldn’t feel right finishing the review with- 
out mentioning the cover art. It truly is the amazing, 
with the word “MANGINA” scrawled out at the top in 
cocks and anuses (see it to believe it) above an unbe- 
lievably-detailed drawing that depicts butt-fucking 
Nazis, the band members in all their glory, and enough 
penises thrown in the mix to put the Where’s Waldo 
series to shame. 


So, yeah, this is the shit. You can pick it up at Rocks 
Off over on Magazine for only five bucks plus the 
blood of one death metal fan. Or you can just kick 
Matt Russell in the back of the head and steal his copy. 


*Check this unedited excerpt out their hate mail: “The guys who 
come on at 2:00 on Thursday suck! They play nothing but screaming 
hate-filled metal music in the middle of the day. And the asshole 
with the horrible lisp (actually, a fairly acute speech impediment) 
who has shit for brains actually said ‘shit’ on air. Nice job screwing 
up the schedule you had over the summer.” 


-- Nick Lynton 
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Telefon Tel Aviv 
Map of What is Effortless 
Hefty Records 


Its been three years since the release of Fahrenheit Fair 
Enough, the debut 
release from ex-New 
Orleanians Josh Eustis 
and Charlie Cooper, oth- 
erwise known as Telefon 
Tel Aviv. When 
Fahrenheit was released 
it was hailed as an inno- 
vation in the somewhat 
stagnant “intelligent 
dance music” communi- 
ty. While Fahrenheit had all the blips and bleeps one 
would expect from the genre, it managed to keep an 
“organic” feel—an element lacking from the IDM 
genre. 


Three years later, things have managed to keep pretty 
much the same ,while progressing toward a much larger 
scale. With the advent of music production software 
such as Fruity Loops, Reason and ACID—combined 
with the widening focus on digital audio technologies 
with the popularization of mp3s and file sharing —the 
IDM scene has grown exponentially to include almost 
anyone who has an interest, a laptop and a broadband 
connection. While this phenomenon has lead to great 
music, it’s also the cause of the large amount of soul- 
less, mechanical and copy-cat sound that plagues the 
genre even more so than it did in 2001. 


It comes to no surprise then that Telefon Tel Aviv 
returns to bring an emotionally-charged, soulful album 
to the table. Map of What is Effortless is as much of an 
IDM album as it is an R&B album. It has the ability to 
bring the IDM sound to a larger audience, and it does 
so without compromise. 


One of the most obvious features of this album is its 
inclusion of vocals by Damon Aaron and L’ Altra’s 
Lindsay Anderson. The important thing to note is that 
the vocals work with the scattered breakbeats and blips 
of noise, instead of simply being stuck on for the sake 
of mass appeal. The album’s lyrics convey a definite 
reflective theme — covering such topics as failing rela- 
tionships and gaining hope after such a loss. Yeah, 
thats right—an IDM album that lyrically tackles the 
topic of love and loss. But it gets better. 


{{i{{{30}}}} [the vox] 


Help from the Loyola University Chamber Orchestra 
adds to the group’s cinematic vibe and brings a definite 
emotional feel to the disc. Combine the previously 
mentioned elements with Telefon’s studio production 
wizardry, and it’s easy to understand the significance of 
this album. 


The opener “When it Happens it Moves All By Itself” 
begins with simple blips and bleeps that evolve into a 
maelstrom of intense orchestral harmony, only to have 
a rush of cut-up breaks fight for the attention of the lis- 
tener before falling into a calm of ambience. 

The following “I Lied” showcases the territory of what 
most of the album sounds like—slow ballads, with the 
vocals in the spotlight. 


The one exception to the slow-moving theme on the 
album follows next. “My Week Beats Your Year” is a 
straightforward (without losing the experimental edge) 
breakbeat dance track with vocals put under heavy DSP 
processing. My only complaint is the lack of songs 
along this vein on the album, since it clearly shows that 
Telefon Tel Aviv has the ability to make a really inter- 
esting dance-oriented song. 


As the album continues, we’re introduced back into the 
slow tempo over the next few tracks. Towards the end, 
however, comes what I consider the highlight of the 
album. “What It Is Without the Hand that Wields It” is 
a dark and furious epic of static noise and ambience 
that eventually explodes into a dense collection of 
rhythmic breaks and synthesized melody. This is what 
Telefon does best, and they are truly at the top of their 
game here. Overall, a truly stunning effort. 

— Conner Richardson 


Various Artists 
Songs from the Basement Vol. 2: Out 
of the Basement 
WTUL Records 


So you say that you are 
searching, weary of commer- 
cial radio and its block of 
seven Stevie Ray Vaughn 
songs ina row? Then lend 
me your ear, my friend for I 
shall tell youofaCDofepic 
proportions. Also, please lend 

me thirty dollars, as I would like to purchase Sammy 
Hagar tickets. I’ll return the money to you after Friday, 


and I can get you a ticket if you’d like. I hope he plays 
“IT Can’t Drive 55.” No? Just the epic then? Very 
well. 


There were once people in the same predicament you 
find yourself in now, only this occurred long ago, 
which makes it true. The only music they heard was of 
an inferior quality, for this was just before the mighty 
Sufjan Stevens blessed the world with his music of the 
States, ushering in the Great Banjo Revival. The gods 
felt this displeasure and decided to form the greatest 
compilation CD in the history of mankind itself. They 
were to call it Songs From the Basement Vol, 2; Out of 
the Basement, for Ares had recently moved out of his 
parent’s basement and found an apartment with 
Hephaestus. The awkward and somewhat overdone 
length of the title served only to highlight the immense 
quality of the disc, a quality only matched by those 
trucker hats that say “Damn I’m Good,” and by the 
“Visualize Whirled Peas” bumper sticker. But here I 
have digressed. 


Responsibility for compiling this musical fell to Thor, 
because the Golem’s parents were in town and Osiris 
had to work at the Rue. And so the mighty Thor 
reached out and struck the Rock of Gibraltar, and the 
rivers ran quick with the sounds of the ancients. And 
the sound rang throughout the halls of Valhalla, pleas- 
ing all who heard it. Thor, god of thunder, decided this 


wondrous sound should be shared with all who populat- 


ed the earth. He traveled to the highest peak in the 
land, and he brought with him Gilgamesh the True, 
because his Plymouth needed new brake pads and 
Gilgamesh was the only one who could give him a ride. 


And Thor spoke: “Lo, people, for I have compiled on 
this one shining disc the sounds of ancients, of which 
you may partake, but only if you contribute to our 
Marathon.” “What is Marathon?” the people cried out. 
“Tell us! Tell us!” Thor answered, “Marathon is a time 
in which you decide what you would like to hear. And 
in return, Loki shall play songs of comatose girlfriends 
and people who can’t find their minds.” And the peo- 
ple rejoiced, because they loved that song; that sound- 
track was really good. Sensing the crowd’s excitement, 
Gilgamesh then spoke out: 


“Behold, my wisecracking sidekicks: one is my best 
friend from high school who now works as a security 
guard; the other, a woman who runs a juice bar whom I 
secretly have a crush on. Together we shall team with 
a fat man who has an inexplicably hot wife to form the 
ultimate Tuesday night lineup.” And the people were 
confused, for this made no sense and was unrelated to 


the matter at hand. “I apologize,” said Thor. “He’s 
been pitching that for weeks. It sounds okay, I sup- 
pose, and I might watch it as long as it doesn’t interfere 
with ‘Raymond.’ That Marie is the living end. Now, 
behold my creation!” 


And they listened. And listened. And listened. The 
people listened to the Detonations rocking as hard as 
they can on their cover of Chrome’s “TV as Eyes.” 
And it was debated over whether they rocked harder 
than the Blackfire Revelation on “Well Alright,” before 
it was decided that they both totally rocked. The peo- 
ple listened to the sounds of Telefon Tel Aviv. “Are 
they local?” the people asked. And Thor answered, 
“Well, they used to live here, then they moved to 
Chicago, but one of them is moving back here. I can’t 
remember which one, though.” The people listened to 
a man called The White Bitch. “He seems pretty cool,” 
said the people. “Yeah,” replied Thor. And they heard 
the Tin Men, and the Veins, and Chef Menteur. They 
listened to the Paradise Vendors, and to Potpie, and to 
the Improvisational Arts Council. The people oohed 
and aahed over the delicious beats of Jimi Clever and 
Quickie Mart, as if they were witnessing a Showcase 
Showdown. And they heard the Pink Fever song 
“Glowing Tongues,” and the Eames Era performing 
“Midnight Snack,” in keeping with their meal-themed 
songs. And the people were greatly pleased. 


“Now go forth,” cried Thor. “Go forth and tell those 
who have not heard all that you have seen here. Tell 
them of the sounds of the ancients. Tell them of 
Marathon and the comatose girlfriends. Tell them of 
WTUL’s Songs From the Basement Vol. 2: Out of the 
Basement. Let there be great exultation at its coming.” 
“Hooray,” said the crowd flatly, for they had seen that 
Monty Python movie and thought it amusing. “What 
about the Gilgamesh thing?” they asked. “Should we 
tell the others about that?” “I suppose so,” replied the 
thunder god. “I hear ABC is considering picking up 
the pilot. Perhaps this will help him out.” 


And so the people returned to arguing over whether it 
was cool or not to be something called a ““metrosexu- 
al,” and if they should use a product that makes their 
hair always appear as if they had recently arisen from 
slumber. And Gilgamesh’s show, “Just ‘Meshing 
Around,” starring David Schwimmer as the security 
guard, did well but was bounced around until viewing 
dropped off, and it was not picked up for a second sea- 
son. You should get the compilation, though, it’s good. 
Pledge $25 or more to WTUL during Marathon and it’s 
yours. -Jon Lewallen 
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gthe short stack. 


Blonde Redhead, Misery is a Butterfly 
It’s been a long time since Blonde 

_ Redhead graced us with a record, and it 

__ would be silly to say it was worth the 
wait. The wait sucked. The trio has 
moved over to England’s historic 4AD 
label for this one, and as you’d expect, 
it’s hit after hit after hit. The exotic, 
opaque melodies and rhythms comple- 
ment the male and female vocals perfectly. The cinematic scope 
of these cuts makes me envision a nice listen on a dark, windy 
road trip to the middle of nowhere. There are strings in the mix 
on a few cuts, and clavinet too, and overall the production is 
‘big’ without it sounding too overproduced. I think people are 
going to be very pleasantly surprised by Amedeo Pace this time 
around, because Kazu’s breathy, sexy near-falsetto is easily the 
more recognizable voice of Blonde Redhead, but Pace does an 
outstanding job with his vocal duties on about half this record. 
To go so effortlessly from shimmering to delicate to powerful 
and back again is really something and they make it seem so 
effortless. 


The Casual Dots, S/T 
The Casual Dots sound more like a Quixotic side project than 
anything else due to the fact that the bands share the same 
singer, Christina Billiote. The Casual Dots are a tiny bit less 
bluesy than Quixotic and a tad more rocking, but those nice 
thick guitar sounds are still present. The drumming is a bit 
crisper, and the other guitar is pretty much the same. This is a 
_ great record, Billiotte is such a talented artist, dating back to her 
days on Dischord with Slant 6. I don’t really think the Guy 
Picciotto production needs to be mentioned, but it can’t hurt. 
Yeah, this is Billiotte’s baby, with ex-Bikini Kill member Kathi 
Wilcox and Steve Dore from Deep Lust on board for the ride. 
Two very interesting covers are included here, both of singers 
from a bygone era, LaVern Baker and Etta James. 


The Owls, Our Hopes and Dreams 

Not to be confused with the other Owls, a Cap’n’Jazz / Joan of 
Arc side project, these Owls make sophisticated pop music that 
fans of Belle and Sebastian and Future Bible Heroes will love. 


Modest and overwhelming at the same time, these cats can real- | 


ly pen a pop gem; by the second listen I was really impressed. 
_ Think Future Bible Heroes but with less electronics. The har- 
" monies are great as well. Too bad this one will probably slip 
__under the radar. The interplay of piano and keys on one cut 
_ very clearly evoked the imago of Drag City’s Plush jamming 
, with Pleasure Forever when they aren’t rocking out. The female 
singer really reminded me of Claudia Gonson of FBH/Magnetic 
Fields the more I listened to this. This is very well done pop 
music without any trickery. 


Venus Flytrap, S/T 

Venus Flytrap hails from The Netherlands, and plays some nice- 
ly done light indie rock with lots of variety. Mostly, they keep 
the tempo slow, but pepper the slow jams with nice little musi- 
cal flourishes that keep it interesting. In a way, it reminds me of 
Half Film, sorta, but Half Film is way more angular, in a slow- 


core way. It’s not as adventurous as Mogwai, but I would hazard _ 


a guess that Mogwai was an influence on these guys, as was 


Low probably, to a lesser extent. That said, they seem to want to — - 


break out into more upbeat territory, as cuts 6,8, and 10 show — 
where the band picks up a Decemberists (minus the lushness) 
meets indie pop vibe. All the above said, it’s a pretty varied 
effort here, so you should be able to find something you dig. 


Now It’s Overhead, Fall Back Open 

Now It’s Overhead is the band fronted by Saddle Creek’s engi- 
neer Andy LaMaster. I must say, there is something special going 
on here causing me to once again quote my line: “When a record 
is done right, regardless of genre, you can just feel it.” This is 
melodic indie rock from LaMaster and his band mates Orenda 


>and Marie, who are also in Azure Ray. There’s a real consistency 


to these compositions that make the 38 minutes of this record 


> just fly by way too fast. If it is indeed time to put the Death Cab 
_ for Cutie CDs down, then J think this may be the next step. I 


‘really, really, like this CD, even though there’s nothing particu- 


_ larly hip or smart about it. It’s just good. 


Destroyer, Your Blues 
Wow. This record from Destroyer is really, really good. The 
inger reminds me of the guy from The Decemberists, but the 
_ backing music only has a faint trace of the lushness of The 
Decemberists. Musically, Destroyer lives in a middle ground of 
rchestrated pop like The Flaming Lips, the more complex pop 


aa from Bowie, Scott Walker, and even The New Pornographers (of 


which Destroyer’s Daniel Bejar is a collaborator). This record is 
so well done; the restrained confidence really shines through on 
cuts like the album’s closing cut, which has almost a Belle and 
Sebastian feel to it with its strummed guitar in front of beautiful 
atmospherics. In fact, the B & S reference is well placed, as 
Destroyer also takes a wide palette of instruments to make some- 
thing beautiful. There are moments of melancholia here, but 
overall this is a very uplifting work. At times you can even hear 


a little Robyn Hitchcock creep into Bejar’s voice 


Greg Ashley, Medicine Fuck Dream 
Greg Ashley comes out of nowhere to drop what may be one of 
the better records of 2004. These sparse compositions recall 
» Devendra Banhart (a fellow Texan) and Iron and Wine, but with 
one significant difference. With Ashley’s record, we get a nice, 
ight sprinkling of Brian Jonestown Massacre-esque psychedelia, 
ut only lightly. The record has a nice swagger to it, which is not 
a word you’d normally use for such a minimal record. But check 
it out, it’s there. The singing is perfect for this music, and the 
_ instrumentation is just right at the right times. There’s a rich tal- 
nt pool in this fractured folk movement, and we can add 
Ashley’s name to the list. 


2 Warsaw Village Band, People’s Spring 


_The Warsaw Village Band plays what they call ‘hardcore folk,’ 
but what I am hearing is a refreshing, invigorating take on ethnic 


music that hasn’t interested me in this way since France’s Les 


Negresses Vertes and their brilliant 1989 record and tour. These 
kids take traditional instruments like the dulcimer, hurdy-gurdy, 
Jews harp, and fiddles and really make some inspired sounds. 
The vocals sound a tiny bit like the Voix Bulgares, but really 
only one the more minimal and haunting tracks. It’s a nice mix 
here, and I am impressed with this record greatly. Even more 
amazing is that they seem to have recorded this whole record in 


_ asingle day. This is great stuff, and you could take a mixture of 
___ English folk and Godspeed-like post rock minus all the rock 
__ instruments and be not too far off from this, except of course for 


the vocals, which gives it its distinct feel. 


Trans Am, Liberation 

I wish there was a way for me to get the poster that came with 

this record into this magazine. It features the three guys in red 

suits with red hoods over their heads on their knees and hand- 
uffed in front of the Washington monument. It’s a pretty good 
icture, and this, thankfully, is a pretty decent record, especially 
ompared to their last one which was a let down for many. 

_ There’s some of that good Trans Am of old, circa Surrender to 
he Night. Also, they’ve taken the vocoder thing and tossed in 
ome nice little sound snippets of GWB on one cut. Yeah, I think 
t’s safe to say that Trans Am dug down deep and came up with 

the record that’s going to get some of the old fans back who 
sorta drifted off over the years. I enjoyed this record through and 
through; too bad that it was a culture of fear and tension that 
drove them to make this statement. But hey, some art is born out 
of suffering. 


Detachment Kit, As if You Weren’t Cold 
he Detachment Kit made a record last year that got them favor- 
_ able comparisons to Wire, Les Savy Fav, and Gang of Four, and 
then sorta dropped off the radar for a while, Well, here they 
return with a self-released 6 song EP that adds a little Liars into 
he mix, but from a slightly more rocking point of view. 


The Means, The Divine Right of... 
There was something right on the tip of my tongue when listen- 


ing to this CD from The Means, and it was on my 3" listen 
when I finally realized what it was - Unwound’s sound on the 
“Said Serial” 7-inch is all over some of the cuts on this record, 
from the screamed barely intelligible vocals to the ominous, 
driving basslines. There is also some of that spazz-rock thing 

_ going on that Arab on Radar does so well, though this is way 
less art-school and way more rocking. 


_OOIOO, Kila Kila Kila 
_ This is a pretty damn fine record, but the thing is, don’t expect 


the cacophony that is Yoshimi’s other band, The Boredoms, to be 


_ the scene here. This is a lot more controlled, and mostly more 


‘mellow, and even has some proggy moments due to the interplay 


of percussion and keyboards on a few cuts. The deeper I got 
into this record, the harder it seemed to pin down. Shit, I heard 
’ Bitches Brew keys in one song and Rachel's strings in another. 
_ And yet, there is still a tiny bit of funk in the mix here as well. 
Damn, I wonder what the academics in The Wire will have to 
say about this baby. 


Ahvak is led by two conservatory trained composers/key- 
_ boardists/multi-instrumentalists and has become one of the big- 


ger names on the music scene in their native Israel. What you get 


here is their take on European style progressive rock, and, in the 


tradition of Mission of Burma, their sound engineer throws a lit- | 


tle something into the mix as well. Play with like minded newer 
acts like Sotos, Thinking Plague, Univers Zero, etc. The playful 
third cut is somewhat reminiscent of the accompaniment to some 
of the early Quay Brothers film work. 


Ride, Waves ) 

# Ride and My Bloody Valentine came up a good 15 years ago, 
and took the fuzzy sounds of The Jesus and Mary Chain’s early 
work in an entirely new direction, and ‘shoegazer’ was born. 

___ Ride’s spring ’92 performance at Tips was one of the better old 
: _ TULboxes of that era for certain (Robert Smith of The Cure was 

n the house that night also, on the name-dropping tip). Here we 

have a collection of their various live BBC sessions, and while 
ome of the cuts don’t measure up to their near classic LP ver- 


sions, there’s still some tasty treats on here. Plus, this is a more 
welcome sight than last year’s Best of record, which I think was a 
bit unnecessary. Speaking of unnecessary, | think Bauhaus was 
way better suited to cover Dead Can Dance’s “Severance,” but 
they did it anyway here. 


Franz Ferdinand, S/T 

Pitchforkmedia.com put many of its faithful readers on ‘hipster 
alert’ when they reported on the huge buzz surrounding the UK 
band Franz Ferdinand. Turns out these guys probably are the real 
fucking deal, as one listen to this entire CD showed me. They 
obviously got mad love for Gang of Four, but clearly they have 
heard the Ikara Colt Chat and Business record as well, as this 
baby takes the best of both and makes something pretty sweet, 
but not too sugary. I think everyone has it right with Franz 
Ferdinand— get on before it’s too late kids! 


Numbers, Jn My Mind All the Time 

Numbers are like your first whippet with that dizzy, happy, nau- 
seous feeling you’d get when you were little and you’d spin 
around in a circle until you couldn’t stand it anymore. This is a 
punk rock dream come true in Moogie wonderland. No wave at 
its finest, fronted by girl/boy vocals. See them live; it definitely 
goes on G Murder’s “What’s Hot/What’s Not” list. 


Sufjan Steven, Seven Swans 

Apparently, Sufjan Stevens had even more material left over from 
the Michigan sessions to release a whole additional record, and 
here it is. After hearing this record, I begin to wonder if the old 
boy has a bad song in him. Keep in mind he plans to do a record 
for each of the fifty states, and one of the things I really hope I 
accomplish in this life is to be able to live to hear as many of 
those records as get made. Sufjan really has that rare gift to put it 
all together and make brilliant records every time. These cuts are 
a bit more acoustic than the Michigan record, but that’s not to say 
there is no meat on the bone. The centerpieces of the record are 
two sprawling, almost seven minute cuts that build momentum as 
they deliver a powerful emotional punch. I speak of “Seven 
Swans” and especially “Sister.” You can’t really fault anything 
here; I mean the guy works the banjo into the mix, nice vocal har- 
monies, the amazing occasional trumpet solo, etc... Delicate 


touches abound, and his lyrics are deceptively good in the sense 


that you really only pick up on some of it after a few listens even 
though it’s right there in front of you. 


Clouddead, Ten 

Outsider or avant-garde hip hop has gained a much wider follow- 
ing since the boys from Oakland called Clouddead dropped their 
debut three years back. Why?, Dose One, and Odd Nosdam have 
been very busy with other projects and only now offer up their 
second record, and it’s a good one. The thing that always gets me 
about them is how subtle it is, especially considering the attention 
to detail they have to put into this. The found sounds, use of ran- 
dom-ass objects as instruments, and their obviously quite enviable 
intelligence create a hip hop stew that would confuse your aver- 
age suburban Wafrican American, to borrow a term from 
Gretchen. 


Cordero, Somos Cordero 

The Brooklyn based Cordero should probably get mentioned a lot 
alongside another great and similar NYC act, Mosquitos. Both go 
for a Latin flavored, sophisticated but fun sound that is really 
great in a live setting. The difference may be that Mosquitos goes 
a bit more for the torchy side of the rock, Cordero plays it a bit 
more southwestern —not as much as Calexico, of course, but still, 
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the sounds of the desert are in 


the house. Also, I seem to 
ye recall Cordero’s last record 


© tain parts of a few cuts. As a 
" special treat, we get guest 


horn section on two cuts. 


Have Written 
cover song or two, and even 


ibe quite nice. Hazeldine’s 
Orphans comes to mind 
immediately as a great one 


* when I heard that Firewater 
was getting a covers record 
ready, I was glad, because I 
#  * really like the ex-Cop Shoot 
Fea Cop Tod A. fronted act from 
New York. Unfortunately, 


iJ misses here, with a few so- 

~, S0’s mixed in. Firewater’s 
nice sultry indie rock is well 
K suited for covering Tom 


are odd choices. One of the 


Hazelwood and Nancy 
Sinatra’s ‘Some Velvet 
Morning’ features guest vox 
from Britta Phillips of Luna: 
*(as does the opening cut, a 
$Sonny and Cher cover), and 
while good, ‘Phin White 
Rope’s ‘Morning’ is better 


and done, Firewater is still a 
great band, and this won’t 
would have hit the spot. 


Youth, Blood Thirsty Babes 


of their abilities over the 


deliver on that promise with 
their debut on Touch and Go 
Records. The singer’s pen- 
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Gabriel is now very down- 
played, and up to the surface 
bubbles great indie rock col- 


a dash of post punk — but 
soulful. Yes, at its core, this 
record has a lot of soul, and 


having a Jody Grind vibe to it. 
) This one has that vibe as well, 
» though it only surfaces.on cer- 


appearance from the Antibalas 


Firewater, Songs We Should 
I am certainly one to enjoy a 


fy whole CDs of cover songs can | 


from five or so years ago. So 


there are a few hits and a few 


& \ <P Waits, Johnny Cash, and The 
: Stones, but a few of the others 


better songs of the sixties, Lee 


hurt their reputation any, but I 
think maybe just an EP of this 


TV on the Radio, Desperate 


From their last EP, TV on the 
Radio gave us a nice glimpse 


course of four cuts. Here, they 


chant for sounding like Peter 


ored by a bit of post rock and 


you can feel it in the vocals and the just-short-of-funky basslines on 
some of the cuts. Lyrically elliptical while at the same time sugges- 
tive, I think people can enjoy Tunde Adebimpe’s writing and singing 
immediately. This record established TVOTR as a band to keep your 
eye on for the future. 


Uphill Battle, Wreck of Nerves 

Uphill Battle brings us a menagerie of machine gun rattling Slayer 

meets Converge savageness here on this challenging, technical, and 

diverse record. More hardcore and metal that labelmates Unsane, this 
- record is pretty rough stuff. 1 would recommend that you listen to it 
with some Cephalic Carnage, Cattle Decapitation, Mastodon, etc, but 
_ that might be a bit of overkill. 


: 
; Micah Blue Smaldone, Some Sweet Day 

~ You will either like this a lot, like me, or find it to be kinda stupid. 

_ There are two equal parts at play here — the carny vibe of the Asylum 
treet Spanker’s male vocalist(s) and the raw folk of Jandek or lron 
nd Wine. I find this to be quite amazing actually, though I like both 
_the Spankers and Jandek, so it was bound to hit home here. Smaldone 
icks the guitar like a pro, it’s true, but his focus is not on intricate 
laying. His strength is storytelling, and each of these cuts (minus the 
nstrumentals) tells a tale. 


seen) Wolf Eyes, Dread 
Wolf Eyes’ Dread is a difficult, but sometimes rewarding, listen. The 
opening cut, while relatively short at five minutes or so, is a real 
endurance test. It made me think of Quintron and Merzbow doing 
their best to work together, but by the end it just devolves into a free- 
for-all. The next cut is very much like Mark E. Smith of The Fall 
fronting Throbbing Gristle for an ominously-paced 15 minutes, 
though these 15 are easier to make it through than those first five, it 
should be said. The third cut is atmospheric and strangely reminiscent 
of some of the stuff you might hear on the Canadian labels Alien8 or 
Empreintes Digitales until about the last four minutes, where it 
becomes a vocal cut evoking early Suicide. The fourth cut is a broken 
synth almost-rocker, like Adult on methadone. The final cut has 13 
minutes of silence ahead of about 8 minutes of pure freak out. 


‘aun Fables, Family Album 

‘aun Fables’ new record Family Album is an ambitiously epic record 
that really gets in there under your skin. The main culprit is Dawn the 
‘awn, though she is ably assisted by Sleepytime Gorilla Museum’s 


nstantly was that this record could almost be the photographic nega- 
: ive of an old folk record that finally made its way to WTUL a year 
or so ago, Vashti Bunyan’s Just Another Diamond Day. This is a 
reat record to just let play in the background, even though it is not 
ackground music. Dawn’s voice is pleasant and subtly disturbing at 
_the same time, and the effect can be mesmerizing. Some of the later 
_cuts play a bit with found percussion a la Harry Partch and later (but 
| not recent) Tom Waits. Overall, this is a fairly complex record that 
took me a few listens, and I have the distinct feeling that the more 
listens you give it, the more goodies you'll find. 


Summer Hymns, Fools Gold 

Summer Hymns are the real deal, folks. The vocals remind me of 
Neil Young quite a bit, while the music has a little My Morning 
Jacket/Flaming Lips/Grandaddy thing happening. This particular 
_record was meant as just something to play around with in-between 
proper releases, but damn if this doesn’t stand up just fine on its own. 
If you’re a Dylan fan circa Blonde on Blonde or Planet Waves, then | 
think you'll truly dig this. The pedal steel is nicely placed in certain 
songs to really underscore the laid back manner of this record. Plus, 
rather than working out the imperfections, they tweaked them until 
_they sounded purposeful. 
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VOAWORD PUZZLE 


or 


WTUL records: like so much crossword puzzle 


meee 


Plan 
Tanglehaired Country Rappers 
Not: Stop But}... 

Not Czar but 


ee ee 


Kraftwerk Spinoff Duo 
Norfolk Village 

Sooty Irish Band 
Charlie Parker’s Style 


Lo. xX ssr Uiehn 
Leave ie. hae 
PS pee Crazy Band From Sarah Lawrence 
College 
19. Nia Go Band mRuin 


English Beat Co-Captain Ranking 
Roc-A-Fella’ s #1 Rapper, 


Morrison or Halen 
Speedwagon, 

Not, Me But. ss. 

Finnish Metal Rocks 

Whoopi Film “eisrer.) ya” 

Albini Band, Big 

Trams 9 1th 

Local Electronic Duo 


Bra!!!! 


Tel 


J. Mascis’ Tits 

Original Merge Band 
Liverpool Sound, 

Lil’ Romeo’ s Dad 

Our Mayor 

U2’ s Second Album 

Original Merge Band 
Riot Grrrl band, Heavens to 


Beat 


South or Three 
Tremor Control 
Yellow Brick Road 
Richard D. James, or 


First Lady Of Dancehall 


Sister 


Glycerin 
Minneapolis DIY Band, 


Sport 
SZ. 


Kraut Rock Monster Movie 


Band 


Conse: Gecce 


TAI RAY-JONES! 
o 
Tai Ray-Jones is truly the thriftiest DJ of the WTUL Lia PHAIR 


staff. Tai eats out of dumpsters, primarily those at 
Foodies and La Madeleine —and his diet suffered great- 
ly when La Madeleine began sabotaging their dumpster 
treats with coffee grinds. If he needs produce, he picks 
it up from whatever bruised/old produce comes through 
at Whole Foods, where he works, or from Food Not 
Bombs, whose free meals he also attends. Speaking of 
free meals, any Sunday he’s not working, you can catch 
him spending one dollar to eat a late lunch and dinner 
at the Hare Krishna temple. Tai also brings his own 
alcohol with when he goes out on the town. While DJ 


GPM = “pius WHEAT also PLUS RACHAEL YAMAGATA 


Myrna says that she “did see him splurge the other FRIDAY Tefinitives aie wenile 
night on some Lambic Framboise,” she readily admits APRIL 2 MURS, THE PE RCKPT ‘PTHONISTS PARISH 
that “he doesn’t really buy drinks cause he’s always 9PM ee Me. Lif, Akeobatilt, 1h] Fakte thee), 
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thrifting.” 90% of his house, he tells us, has been fur- 
nished from side-of-the-road finds and friendly dona- 
tions. You'll see him riding his bike around town, and 
it’s so he won’t have to spend money on gas. He has- 
n’t paid for any new clothing in the last three years, and 
probably has spent less than $50 on used clothing in 
that same amount of time. And even Supercuts is out 
of the picture for Tai—he either cuts it himself or has 
someone else do it so that he doesn’t have to spend a 
dime. Damn, Tai, I’m glad we’re not the ones that have 
to call you a cheap bastard! 
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LUTUL + MARATHON 2eooY 


Donate Today! | 3% 


YOU DON’T HAVE TO WAIT UNTIL MARATHON TO MAKE YOUR DONATION TO WTUL. SIMPLY 
FILL OUT THE FORM BELOW AND RETURN IT WITH YOUR DONATION. THEN PICK UP YOUR 
MEMBERSHIP PACKAGE AT OUR CD RELEASE PARTY APRIL 2"° AT THE HOWLIN WOLF*. 

*All membership packages not picked up on April 2™ will be mailed following the end of Marathon. Allow 2-4 weeks for delivery. 


WTUL OFFERS SEVERAL MEMBERSHIP LEVELS... 


o DONATE $25 AND YOU’LL RECEIVE: 
o OFFICIAL WTUL MEMBERSHIP CARD (GOOD For DISCOUNTS AT LOCAL BUSINESSES) 
o ACcopPY OF WTUL’s OWN MONTHLY ‘ZINE, ‘THE VOX’ 
o AWTUL STATIC CLING STICKER 
o WTUL’s ALL NEW COMPILATION CD “SONGS FROM THE BASEMENT: VOL. 2” 
o DONATE $50 AND YOU'LL RECEIVE: 
o EVERYTHING LISTED ABOVE 
o PLUS A MARATHON 2004 SHIRT © 
o DONATE $100 AND YOU'LL RECEIVE: 
o EVERYTHING LISTED ABOVE 
O PLUS A WTUL LOGO SHIRT 6o 780 
o DONATE $250 AND YOU’LL RECEIVE: Lut LII 
2 EVERYTHING LISTED ABOVE 
NEW!. PLUS A MEMBERSHIP TO ZEITGEIST MULTIDISCIPLINARY ARTS CENTER! 


*** PLUS ALL NEW THIS YEAR... 


o BUSINESS LEVEL MEMBERSHIP (FOR DONATIONS $500 by 
YOUR BUSINESS WILL RECEIVE: asi 
20 CoPIES OF “SONGS FROM THE BASEMENT: VOL. 2” 
20 OFFICIAL WTUL MEMBERSHIP CARDS 
20 WTUL STATIC CLING STICKERS 
A WTUL MARATHON 2004 SHIRT & A WTUL LOGO SHIRT 
RECOGNITION OF YOUR BUSINESS’ DONATION ON-AIR AND ON OUR WEBSITE 
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If your business has a matching donations program please make sure to submit all relevant material! 
Remember All donations to WTUL are tax-deductible, less the value of any items you receive for your pledge. 
Please Detach and Return Bottom Portion 


Donation: $25 O1$50 O$100 0$250 [$500 (business) Ol Other __ 
Name: ee Business Name (if applicable): 
Address: 
T-Shirt Size: 

City: States.) 2a oy 
Phone: | Email: 
Have you ever worked/ volunteered for WTUL? (y/n)__ If so when: 
Please Return to: WTUL 

Tulane University Please Make Checks 

MR Box 5069 Payable to“WTUL” 


New Orleans, LA 70118-5624 


Usually we just recommend, but this time we’re telling 


—get out of your house, put on your 


party hat, and go 


Telefon Tel Aviv, Madd Wikkid, DJ Name, Pasta, 
Marcus, Balanc3d, Belong, DJ 5Star w/ MC Thy-que 


Friday, March 19th 
State Palace Theatre 


Xiu Xiu, Pasolini Festival, Cambre & 
-|Cappello 


_ |Saturday, March 27th 


When you feel like the city of New Orleans refuses to __ {Banks Street Warehouse 
acknowledge your artistic talent, don’t get too flustered. 

You’ve got a haven within your reach, full of wieners and This picture really says it all: 
gangsters and wind and meat-packing plants and zoos that 

don’t charge you admission. That’s right, we’re talking about 

Chicago. It worked for Louis Armstrong, and it’s working for 

Telefon Tel Aviv. People actually care about their music now. 

Maybe the seven other performers playing this night will 

rethink their living situation. And coming soon to the city that F 

birthed Hillary Clinton, Walt Disney, and Playboy magazine... 5 

the current staff of the Vox. 


x 


Calexico, Broken Social Scene, Stars . 


Sunday, March 215t 
The Howlin’ Wolf 


Seeing Calexico play live is like eating a monstrous, perfectly- 
crafted gordita that suddenly explodes, leaving your face covered 
in ground beef, lettuce, and sour cream. But then you find Bob 
Hope’s regenerated corpse slowly and tenderly licking the top- 
pings off your face, and you realize just how sweet life can be. 
Seeing Broken Social Scene and Stars live is like going to 
Canada and then wondering why the hell Major League Baseball 
let the Expos and the Blue Jays join up in the first place. 


God Awful, Effortless, Jimi Clever, 
Truth Universal, Cre-8, DJ Clayton Awful 


Friday, March 26th 
The Core @ the State Palace Theater 


I know, I know, you’re scared. Two of the performers have the word “awful” in their 
name. But actually, God Awful and DJ Clayton Awful are both going in on that whole 
irony shtick, cause they both got some mad skills. Gotcha! Here, I’ll give you a beat 
and you freestyle about how silly you feel. Boom boom, chk, boom ba-boom chk, 
boom boom, chk, boom ba-boom chk... 


“Songs from the Basement Vol. 2: Out of the 
Basement” CD Release Party 

feat. White Bitch, Blackfire Revelation, Chef Menteur, 
and The Paradise Vendors 

Friday, April 2nd 

The Howlin’ Wolf 


This shit is a no-brainer for you cheap bastards. Five 
pybucks, that’s all. All these rad bands are going to be play- 
2 ing, there’s food that WTUL will be giving out, and 


Steve, WTUL’s general manager, will be parading around 5 
4in a thong. What more could you want? And for those of! 


you that got a Lex Hamilton you can spare, toss it on 
over and we'll hook you up with a copy of the hot-off- 
| the-press disc. 


.  ANBOE See 
io ABBA 
INfAlPI PTY] Of) T]S |G|O 
OMe TE s Ic BRT 
HB. [BIE |S|T 


_@Mangina vs. Murder Band 


Tuesday, March goth 
The Hi Ho Lounge 


The battle is raging. Both sides are sure of victory. And now, finally, 
the bands speak for themselves. Mangina’s Authentic Metal Face: “Oh 
come on, Murder Band. Is it really necessary to challenge us? I guess 
this is an attempt by y’all to actually get an audience at your show by 
snagging us for the bill. The challenge is ludicrous! Last time I came 
to one of your shows, I punched a few of you cry babies in yer kissers. 
We’ ve been hearing whining ever since. If you can’t hack one ‘Gina’ at 
your show, what are you gonna do when we all the Ginas show up?” 
Murder Band’s Rob: “I’m glad that the gayest band on earth will be 
licking my fucking nut sack on the 30th, right after | wipe my ass with 
their gay record. After their last show, I saw the bassist spread peanut 
butter all over those bare balls of his, and then watched their fucking 
Brawny-man drummer go to town on that shit. Maybe after these guys 
get big, that will finally drum up some business for Rocks Off RPM!” 
Damn, fellas. If the bands don’t slaughter each other before hand, you 
can see it all go down at the Hi Ho as one band emerges victorious! 
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MORE FUN COMICS 


8200 OAK ST. UPTOWN NEW ORLEANS (504) 865-1800 
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